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♦ Where Prayer Happens ♦ 


The Guru-Disciple Relationship 
April 27, 1999 
Dear Ramesh, 

I can’t remember the last time I wrote to you.. .our bi-monthly phone conversations 
seem to defuse the urge to write. Besides, for the last ten years or so I have felt as if you were 
so much a part of me and in such a profound way that nothing more really needed to be said. 

Yet the impulse is here now and is strong enough to bring me to set pen to paper. 

To say that I love you is almost to defile the event.. .This love between the disciple and 
the guru exists in a category all its own. Now the Guru is made manifest through me in my 
relations with certain others who experience the same resonance with me that I experience 
with you. I now know the relationship from both sides and were I forced to choose I would not 
hesitate to choose the role of the disciple with all of its intense personality. When I feel a 
disciple open to the Teaching it is certainly heart-warming and pleasant but the Guru is ultimately 
impersonal and so the flush of pride or satisfaction in a “job well done” is profoundly absent. 

I have been reading Who cares and I am absolutely delighted! We finally have the 
book that as completely and succinctly as possible defines your Teachings. I can’t imagine it 
being put better. Blayne has done a magnificent job! And as you know, I am not one to be 
particularly generous with my praise. Whatever it takes...Begging, borrowing, stealing...I 
will see to it that this book is printed and promoted in the English speaking West to the best 
of my admittedly limited capacities. 

I continue to find myself in the awkward position of representing your Teaching while 
all the time wishing I could just send all these people to you. But not everyone has the ability 
to travel like Leonard Cohen or Daniel Heller and thus many are stuck with me. With this 
book readily available, many more people will be able to benefit from what you have to offer. 
There is no denying that Teaching is happening through me. And though I often refer to 
various of your concepts and retell some of your stories, this Teaching has a life of it’s own. 
Disciples have appeared and though most come and go, a few have formed a solid nucleus 
and are providing much needed financial, organizational, and editing services as well as 
personal care. It is an amazing happening. It is as if I am swimming in a sea of Love and 
generosity. Totally undeserved, of course, and yet completely welcome. It is a life that was 
inconceivable a few short years ago. 

I feel such tremendous gratitude to be blessed with you. To know Totality in human 
form is to know the most exalted of phenomenal experiences. 

Thank you my dearest Ramesh.. .thank you for this limitless gift. 

I love you beyond measure. 

Wayne 
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December 13, 2004 
Kovallam 

Rarnesh does no teaching yet tears of gratitude well up, then dry. 

Whatever could be worrisome now that the form and formless were witnessed 1 

No matter if this or that is called Love there is no affair to be collected. 

Still. The radiance from his closed eyes melts solid - looking things. 

With the very deepest gratitude... 

(a page from a diary; there was no name.) 




December 23, 2004 
Dear Aunt, 

The impact of listening to Rameshmam was felt by me only the day after I left Bangalore 
as the mind relived those moments as though watching a video of the satsang. It is like seeds 
germinating and sprouting after the farmer has put in all his labour. 

It so happened that though there was a choice of several books to read, some just 
begun and another half way through, the guided choice led me to ‘It so happened that... 

It was an experience of grace showering incessantly with revelations galore; the 
breakthroughs happening in between the breakdowns. 

I am filled with an overwhelming gratitude (though the card says: thank you), for 
what has happened. 

So much distance covered in life’s journey while having tackled the ravaged 
Bannerghatta Road just twice. Seems too low a price for the priceless gift I am given. 

It just happened that way. Love, 

Shivu 


May 25, 2007 

A Birthday message from Shivu: 

May consciousness continue to glorify itself. 
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February 11,2005 
Dearest Ramesh, 

I am not a talkative person. I have been sitting quite a long time at your feet without 
speaking to you. I don’t have any questions. Yet I feel I just wanted to let you know how 
important your teaching has been in my life. Or rather the effect of the teaching and of You 
who are the embodiment of it and more, has had on me. 

Since the beginning of my search even though I had many special effects ecstacies, 
perfumes etc I knew what I wanted. I wanted to live my life without the disturbance of the 
thinking mind. (I did not call it like that at that time). That was about twenty years ago. 

Before you I met teachers whose presence I enjoyed very much, yet I always felt 
incomplete. Only when I met you eight years ago I felt I was in the right place. At the 
beginning there was lot of fighting but I always knew you were right. Then gradually the 
mind relaxed and accepted what is obvious. Today I can really say despite all the problems I 
am facing, because of your teaching there is very little arguing with what happens. Genetically 
I am still ‘potentially ill’ but my mind hardly gives it any space. 

The grace of God and the concept nobody is the doer somehow gradually eliminated 
all other thoughts or took all importance out of them. It is the one concept that keeps away 
all other concepts and finally itself vanishes in silence of surrender. 

Not that there is total surrender; I don’t even look for it or care, but I am living my life 
with much less disturbance from the thinking mind. This is what I was looking for in the 
beginning. 

Thank you for everything; for not hiding things or distorting them; for being an 
embodiment of what you are teaching; for not standing on a podium. 

Now to me you are the smiling silence that happens when all thoughts are gone. 

Even though I hardly ever talked to you, for ever you are in my heart as that silence 
which smiles. 

With love, Aless 
from Italy 

Tf? 

February 12, 2007 
Dear Sir 

Since weeks my mind reiterates the idea to send you this book, and today I do. 

Please take it for a sign of the highest esteem for your teachings and thankfulness for 
the freedom it provides to me. 

Respectfully your 
Dorothee 
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February 11, 2006 
My Beloved Ramesh, 

We have not been in touch since July and till now there was no need to do so. But 
since I’ve just been diagnosed with cancer I wanted you to know... 

Also I want you to know my only salvation, rest and peace has been indeed the 
thought of God in the Heart. This conviction has been building for over a year and now 
especially this thought is always with me. 

It was with a burst of tears, therefore that I read Jaya’s last sentence in her recent 
book. They were your words, “The only mind is the thought of God in the heart”. I think it 
is quite possibly the most important sentence you have ever uttered to my knowledge. 

My beloved guru, teacher, friend, gratitude again for all that has been given me. 
Hopefully this phrase will be my last thought! 

There is nothing more to say sweet, gentle Ramesh. 

Only you can guess how much I have loved you 

Joe 


February 28, 2006 
Dear Ramesh 

It has taken me so long to write you this letter because I don’t know how to express 
the deep love I feel for you. How can I describe the overwhelming feeling that comes through 
my heart and radiates towards you? It has taken me much of the last year to absorb all that I 
felt in your presence. From the first moment that I met you, there was an instant and 
undeniable bond with you. All my seeking, and all of my longing - instantly answered. 

The moment we met all my seeking stopped, in knowing that I had finally found the 
teacher and the teaching in One - in you. Again, I cannot describe what I felt in your 
presence. For lack of better words, I will attempt to describe it as silence, as vastness, as an 
emptiness which was filled with something that translated in me as an all-embracing love, 
somewhat familiar but long forgotten. It all felt like coming home to the Beloved one.. .finally. 

In your presence I felt elevated so high that I could feel you inside of me, and for a 
moment I felt I was hearing and seeing what you hear and see, without separation. I remember 
the last day when I had to say goodbye to you. My heart was in so much pain, that for a 
moment it was unbearable. After that, there was just an unqualified sense of peace wherein 
nothing mattered anymore. 

Oh Ramesh, since I met you a year ago there has not been a day that has passed that 
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I have not thought of your grace and silently talked to you. I gaze at your picture and I ask 
you for strength and for help in deepening my understanding. I know from you that this 
understanding is ALL. 

Over the last year, I have attempted to write to you many times - but every time I saw 
the words on paper, the words became empty and false. There was no life in them. When I 
read your writing, it is so full of living force that your words vibrate in me. All I really need to do 
is to focus my attention and your concepts start to unveil the Truth in me. Your words are crisp 
and clear with an interwoven, invisible, and unwritten layer of love that I intuitively feel. Your 
writing is permeated with compassion for my ignorance. Your great love brings so much patience 
to your explanation of all the concepts, answering every question - over and over. 

This all feels like you are taking my hand and are walking me slowly step-by-step 
closer to understanding. I feel so blessed. Thank you. thank you so deeply. 

I am doing the practice you recommended. It is done in the form of self-observation 
and it feels like this observing is being allowed by a slight separation from what is happening 
in the moment. The more that I observe, the more I recognize the awesome power of Maya... 
the power of duality...the power of separation from the source, and the power of being 
hypnotized by identification. 

Sometimes I see something in the moment. Most of the time I catch myself too late, 
and it hurts in an unusual way. In recent years I have become disenchanted by the distractions 
of ordinary life, like socializing and entertainment. Since meeting you, this process has 
intensified. Although my desires have greatly diminished, I still wish for these few things: 

I wish for you to have a long and healthy life so that I can see you again as soon as my 
situation allows. I still need your helping hand to walk with you, and I wish for you to 
never leave me alone and lost again. 

My daughter, has moved back to live with me. She came home after an eight year 
relationship. I wish for her to heal her emotional wounds and to become strong in 
order to flow into her new life with trust. 

And lastly, my wish for my partner, is that a cure for his liver ailment would be found 
- this is why he cannot travel to India with me. He finally read your book, “Let Life 
Flow” and liked it so much that he is reading it for a second time. That, in turn makes 
me happy. 

At the end, seeing all these wishes, there is also an understanding and acceptance 
that everything is going to turn out exactly the way it is meant to be. In the meantime, 
my heart is with you. 

Love, 

Eva 

ES. I would really love and appreciate hearing from you any suggestions for my practice. 
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Dear Ramesh 

On the last day of my visit, I was asked by Murthy to write the following story in the form of a letter 
to you. 

“A Story about Ganesh” 

On the 7 th day of our visit to Mumbai, I had an “unusual “ experience that I would like to 
share with you. Laura and I were walking from the Maha-Samadhi Shrine where we were 
visiting Sri Nisargadatta’s Guru’s shrine. We walked through the streets around Banganga 
Tank and slowly headed back to our hotel. It was just before sunset when I suddenly noticed 
an unusual old man wearing orange robes sitting silently under a tree. I stopped to look at 
him for a while but he didn’t appear to notice me. Someone came to me and told me that this 
was a very old spiritual man. For some reason I just stood there in silence and it felt comfortable. 

He finally looked at me for a long time and said in broken English, “You all right”. 
Then he looked at Laura for a long time and back at me, at which point I said, “mother and 
daughter.” He silently nodded his head and said again “You all right.” Then he put his hand 
into his orange robe and pulled out a pack of cigarettes and offered one to me. At this point, 
I sat down next to him and we smoked quietly for a while. Then he said, “Ganesh for you.” 
I said, “Ganesh. 7 ” He answered, “Ganesh your Guru.” At that point I remembered thinking 
incredulously,” How can I relate to the elephant Hindu God Ganesh. 7 ”. 

Then he asked “coffee? tea?” I said, “coffee!” and he sent someone to get some for all 
of us. In the midst of all of this I gave him some money, which he did not want to accept. 
Instead he pulled out a nice envelope and tried to give me double the amount of money 
back. All I remember saying to him as “that’s for you, that’s for you.” After that we quietly sat 
and drank coffee after which I asked him, “Can I see you tomorrow?” He answered, “no 
tomorrow.” We then said our goodbyes and left. 

As we walked to our hotel, which was about 20 minutes away, I remember the sun 
was setting and my mind quietly shifted towards complete silence. From that moment I don’t 
remember any thinking having taken place, there was just inner peace and everything just 
appeared. Just like in a dream - even walking felt like moving through some kind of substance. 

We arrived at the hotel, and I changed my clothes, automatically, always knowing 
what to do but without any thinking. Soon Laura started to notice something was different 
about me, and with an upset tone of voice said “What’s wrong with you?” I remember seeing 
her concerned face and there was laughter coming out of “me” for no reason whatsoever. 

After that, a friend came by and we all took a taxi to go for dinner. That night, I was 
there in every moment, but without thought, without the need to engage anyone, completely 
dispassionate and very peaceful. There was nothing I wanted to do, and nothing I did not 
want to do. 
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Towards the end of the night we were walking along the seashore and I remember a 
gentle shift and suddenly me - “Eva” - reappeared, with all my needs and desires. Everything 
became loud, busy and chaotic. I felt the need for solitude and I asked to go back to the hotel. 
I was very thankful, once there, to go to sleep, because sleep satisfied my desire for peace. 

Ramesh, the very next morning I was listening to you speak. A young lady asked if 
you believed that there are people who have psychic powers. You answered that there are a 
few who have them but that there are limits to how much they can see. To illustrate your 
point, you told us a story from your younger days. You said that you went to the South to see 
the Nadis who read your future from very old palm leaves, and that they were incredibly 
accurate about the names of your parents, your future wife and children, and about most of 
the future events you would have up to the age of 50, but after that they didn’t see anything 
more. Then you mentioned that they told you something surprising that only your mother 
knew about. They told you that at your birth you were given the name Ganesh and later 
your mother, who didn’t like it, changed it to Ramesh. 

I cannot explain what I felt at that moment when I realized that your name at birth 
was Ganesh. All I remember is my hand going up and asking if I could share my story with 
you. I remember your response. There was a twinkle in your eyes as if you knew something I 
didn’t know. At the end you made sure that I understood that whatever happened that night 
was only temporary. You said. “It came and it left”. And I instantly intuitively understood 
what you wanted me to know. At that moment you took any trace of the ego away. 

Oh Ramesh, how can I ever thank you for all that transpired? My gratitude can only 
be expressed in silent reverence for the Grace bestowed on me by my dear guru - Ramesh. 

Love always, 
Eva 

The first photo included with this letter is of the old spiritual man that I speak about in the 
“Story About Ganesh”. (Laura took the photo) 

The second photo was taken the last day that I sat with you. 


10 



♦ Where Prayer Happens ♦ 


May 14, 2006, 

Amsterdam, 

Dear Ramesh, 

After I came to see you in Germany in the summer of 1998,1 felt the strong need to 
write you, especially after reading a little bit in “Consciousness writes”. But I never actually 
sent the letter I wrote. Tonight I feel like writing you again and I know for sure am going to 
send you this letter. 

My name is Mike and I’m 47 years old. Before I start telling you about “my sadhana” 
I want you to know that I do have the utmost respect for the way you are able to guide 
spiritual seekers and also for the way you have been able to translate the very ancient teaching 
of Advaita to the times we’re living in now. Besides that, I also realized some years ago that 
you have been my main teacher since 1997, mainly through your books. Over the years I 
wanted to visit you but because of lack of money or time, this never happened. 

About my sadhana, I became conscious of the fact that I was on a spiritual path some 13 
years ago. This became clear to me after reading some books on Sufism and especially after I had 
met my first spiritual teacher. After meeting him I had some profound spiritual experiences and 
for a while (a few years I must say) I was caught in the trap of trying to recreate the circumstances 
to get more of these. Furthermore I did some meditation, but intuitively I felt it was nor for me. 
After this my sadhana consisted of trying to accept whatever happened; this became my form of 
meditation. Sometimes I succeeded, but most of the time I (ffustratingly) did not. I’ve also read 
hundreds of books on spirituality. To name but a few: Ramana Maharshi, Sri Nisargadatta 
Maharaj, the Bhagavad Gita, Jnanesh war’s Gita, Asthavakra’s Gita and most of your books (“A 
duet of one” and “Experience of immortality” are my favourites). 

During these years I went through alternating states of having the idea of going mad, 
bliss, fear, loneliness, confusion, clarity, doubt, guilt (especially when it came to fact of not 
being able to stop smoking), the feeling I was dying emotionally, physical pain and all of that 
sometimes to the extreme. But at some point it became clear to me that a lot of earnest 
seekers go through these states and that it is all part of an impersonal process. When I was in 
Germany with you, one of the first things you told the audience was: “You should not want 
to become enlightened or want to become a guru. “These words came as quite a shock, 
because that was exactly what I wanted; but as time passed by I started to realize what it 
meant that you were saying back then. 

Now the good news is that I came to the point of understanding that there is no 
“one” to get enlightened and no “one” to give enlightenment, but this was only on an 
intellectual level and was not truly felt in the heart. So the bad news is that there is still this 
drive within me to become self realized. I can’t stop in any way. I still seem to be unable to 
accept “what is”. That is my problem, but on the other hand I still intellectually realize that 
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there is nothing “I” can do about it. So “What can I do about it?” would also be stupid 
question. I just wanted to share this with you. 

Dear Ramesh, I would lie if I told you that I wouldn’t love to receive an answer to my 
letter, but I’m also well aware of the fact that, considering your age and that you have a large 
group of followers, you don’t have the energy and the time to correspond with them. 

But I’m happy that I have been able to put these last 13 years into perspective for 
myself anyway. 

Love, 

Mike 

June 11, 2006 
My dear Mike 

Thank you for your detailed very sincere letter of 14 th May. 

The important point is that there is no seeker other than the ego, whatever the 
seeking - money, fame, power or enlightenment, what the ego seeks is his destiny-god’s will 
cosmic law. 

The ego is the impersonal consciousness, identified with a particular body mind 
organism as a separate entity with a sense of personal doership. 

Enlightenment is the total acceptance that no individual is capable of ‘doing’ anything, 
good or bad. This at once gets rid of the accumulated burden of (hatred) for oneself for one’s 
own actions and hatred for the others for their actions. 

After enlightenment, all that the ego (without the sense of personal doership) does is 
to do whatever he feels like doing in any situation as if he has free will. Thereafter, with the 
total acceptance that whatever happens is God’s will / cosmic law, he merely witnesses 
whatever happens through his body and any other body, without blaming or condemning 
anyone neither himself nor the other. 

When the body dies, the consciousness is released from its identification and becomes 
impersonal once again. That is all life and living is all about. 

Much affection and love 
Ramesh 


Dear Ramesh, 

This small gift is an expression of deep gratitude and thankfulness, for showing me the 
timeless truth that consciousness is all there is. Thank you. 

Martin 


12 



♦ Where Prayer Happens ♦ 


June 14, 2006 
Respected guruji 

With absolute reverence and earnest gratitude, I lay at your feet the unfolding of this 
life’s journey from hate to love. 

As I write the above paragraph, I realize how special this ego feels in relating stories of 
war and peace, love and hate, all dualities that every human creation experiences. It is only in 
the experience of‘the Presence’ in “the presence” of the guru of true advaita; my guruji Ramesh, 
that all stories have ceased to be so dramatic, larger than life itself. This life or this body mind is 
one such like many others, who has felt the ‘me’ to be so special and hence suffering was 
immense. Which does not mean that the ‘me’ has stopped suffering. It only means that the 
suffering is now recognized, when the involvement happens, and an earnest prayer thus arises; 
keep me or lord when the involvement happens and thank you or lord when there is less or no 
involvement. There is a constant prayer for “Humility” and “Courage” to go through life’s 
journey with all its dualities, which are experienced within one’s own self and the outside. It is 
truly that, when the being is soaked in this teaching, that the ‘Me’ is distinguished from the ‘I’ 
and the heart begins to experience every emotion with a lesser amount of resistance and the 
consequence thereof, of experiencing events and emotions in full intensity, both pleasure and 
pain. Hence, the gratitude is immense for this teaching and so also the humility to recognise 
the ‘I’ in phenomenality. With an earnest gratitude, for this teaching, I bow at your feet to 
earnestly plea for humility and courage. I have no doubt about ‘the presence’ of‘the presence’ 
in ‘your presence’ dearest and most revered and ‘the only’ true adviata guru for ‘me’ in this 
journey. This heart overflows as it experiences such an abundance of love in this ‘presence’, 
seeking anything or anyone beyond this has ceased at your feet. 

With much 

Reverence, gratitude and an earnest prayer for your physical well being. 

Yours truly and sincerely 
Heena 
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August 21, 2006 
S. Africa 

Beloved Ramesh 

When I heard my friend Bruno was going to India and stopping in Mumbai I could 
not resist taking the opportunity of once again writing to you. It gives me such vast pleasure 
to connect in any way. It is mostly in the waking dream where you constantly remind me that 
all there is is consciousness and in dreams where you come and visit me spontaneously and I 
awake in the morning as if having received the greatest gift the world could give me. Just to 
be with you. 

When Jaya wrote to me and asked if she could use a letter in a book, the whole village 
asked why I was so radiant. When I explained that I had heard from your daughter they tried 
their best to understand my euphoria but their faces conveyed some doubt. When I received 
the book, wow. 

The joy you awake in me is magnificent and for that reason I beg a favour. Now most 
people might argue that if I do hear your voice and see you in the occasional dream why 
might I ask this favour. Fortunately for you the question would not arise. 

Would it be possible Ramesh, for you to write me a sentence, a paragraph, in your 
hand. It would be my most valued treasure. Please beloved grant me this wish. 

I doubt you would remember me so I enclose this photo-sorry it is so large it is the 
only one that is on paper and not digitalised. Once again I reiterate that you have blessed me 
with your presence in a way nothing else has. And I am truly blessed. For that I am eternally 
grateful. 

I occasionally sit with a teacher of advaita here. We have many clashes. He often tells 
me that I received the teaching of non-doership too early and as a result I am stuck in tamas 
and I really should get out and become\ rajassic. 

At that point a slow smile normally takes over my face and sits there contentedly. For 
how can there ever be a mistake? 

With eternal gratitude and reverence 

Susannah 
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August 29, 2006 
Bellevue, WA. 98005 

Dearest Ramesh. 

My heart is full of gratitude for your Presence in our lives and for the Teaching 
which is central to our day to day living. Your books are always with us. Thank you so 
much. 

Jim passed away 7 months ago on January 27 th 2006. last fall on September 11 th , he 
had been riding his bicycle on a quiet Sunday afternoon, wearing his helmet as usual and 
something occurred that threw him from his bike, hitting his head so severely that his 
brain was injured. 

A passerby heard the crash... (there were no cars on the road). She had a cell phone 
and called 911. a fire station was nearby so medics were there in 3 minutes and he was in 
Emergency at the nearby hospital in 6 minutes. There was a well-known neural surgeon 
who had just completed another surgery who took over. The scans showed the brain bleeding 
and immediate surgery was essential. He had no broken bones, no stroke or aneurysm. It 
was a traumatic brain injury. His recovery took weeks including at the end, ten days at the 
Head Injury Rehab. 

The surgeon told us he should continue to exercise, (no skiing this year)... and had 
to be extremely careful not to bump his head. The brain and pathways would continue to 
heal. It would take a year for the skull bone to knit solid. He would need lots of rest and 
shouldn’t do any engineering work more than one hour a day, this year. 

Then somehow he bumped his head lightly, he said. This was after being home 
over two months. There was a slight temperature.. .which he thought was the flu.. .we had 
doctor appts...and during a nap he went to the bathroom and somewhat light-headed, 
stumbled, fell and hit the back of his head severely. After many procedures in the hospital, 
he died nineteen days later. 

Our three sons and a grandson were with us throughout all the crises and in-between. 
Jim was always happy with his family around him in different stages of consciousness. He 
would often express it. Other times he was trying to get out of his bed.. .so there was always 
a sitter with him until fuller awareness was there. Afterwards when we told him about his 
time in the hospital.. .he had no memory of it. The second period in the hospital in January, 
he was mostly unconscious until the end. 

We had two wonderful months in-between. His intelligence was very normal. He 
was especially open and aware of the Teaching. He would say...“It is the beginning of a 
new life... and there is a difference.” 

Our sons have been so supportive and caring (and their families and friends). I have 
been doing very well. I am 87 and able to continue and live independently so far. There 


15 



♦ Where Prayer Happens ♦ 


has been so much Grace.. .and the Understanding has carried me along. Knowing there is 
no “doer” here is so beautiful. And the increasing feeling of the “impersonal nature” of it 
all is so “lifting”... and quieting of all thought. 

Jim and I were grateful for and cherished our days together, knowing., at our 
age...they were numbered...but it didn’t seem to matter. Much to my surprise I don’t 
experience any separation...Just this vast unknowingness when I try to look at it. During 
the whole event, I began to notice that my mind wouldn’t move away from the present.. .so 
I experimented and tried to think in terms of the past or future in regard to what was 
happening.. .and I couldn’t make my mind go there. So it was “Thy will be done”... as you 
say and thank you Totality. 

I have started this letter to you so many times and could never finish it. I don’t 
know why I have to impose so much detail on you...but I seem to have to. Your Presence is 
always nearby. 

Thanking you again, and Sharda too. 

With so much love, 
June 


November 29, 2006 
Dear Jaya 

Thank you for your letter. It was so thoughtful of you all to send me this beautiful 
book in honor of Ramesh. Yes, I did received it and was so pleased and planned to write your 
parents and express my thanks. 

I am so slow and do apologize but do now thank you, Jaya, for sending it to me. I am 
so grateful to Ramesh and Sharda for all the inspiration over the years. 

I do remember Ramesh speaking of a child or grandchild on occasion in illustrating 
the open heart of children and it is so nice to meet one of his family, even by letter. 

I always remember when I first met your lovely mother when Ramesh was giving his 
first class in Seattle at Jeanne Powell’s home. I was expressing how nice it was to have her 
here and part of what she said was “it just happened.” This always remained in my mind and 
it wasn’t until much later when the “no doer” and the full significance of what she said was 
clear as the Teaching began to sink in. 

I am so grateful that my husband Jim and I had these later years to continue to absorb 
and rejoice in “what is” and in how little we knew about this beautiful mystery. 

Please thank you mother for her kindness and her last letter to me and your father for 
all he has shared with us. 
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And many thanks again to you, Jaya 
Affectionately 
June 
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September 6, 2006 
Sri Ramesh 

As you already know I am not great with words but: just let me say...thank you; 
thank you; thank you; for “all your Clarity”. 

My dear beloved Ramesh 
Crying tears of joy, 

Peter Pauli 

(The relationship between ‘I’ and ‘Me’) 


December 30, 2006 
Dearest Rameshji 

I’m sitting in the chai shop waiting for breakfast and “dear Murti” “My chai guru” 
what a blessing he is. 

Every morning I walk to satsang from D.N. Road (about an hour). On these morning 
walks I have a chance to observe how the teachings are working. Before I first came to see 
you 4 years ago, I was outwardly successful and inside unhappy most of the time. I was the 
“queen” of getting involved with the involvement. Now thoughts arise and I notice them 
sometimes involvement happens. What is really different and for me HUGE, now the 
involvement often stops-gets cut off. It is clear that I don’t do it. This is such a blessing to my 
once tortured mind. I often start laughing when involvement gets cut off because involvement 
is so silly. So I laugh my way to satsang every morning and then cry with gratitude at your 
feet. How can I ever thank you. If there is ever anything you need I would happily do it. I am 
recently retired so money is tight. Please accept my small but very heart felt donation. 

Much Much Love and affection 

Margie 

PS. I know you don’t care about your 90 th but a lot of us are coming to celebrate our good 
fortune at having you this long. 

PS. My heartfelt Thanks to Sharda and your grand daughter’s family for sharing you and 
their home everyday. 
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January 11, 2007 
Guruji 

Every year, when we come to see you, you are able to surprise us again and again. By 
your words, your spirit, your humor. We never cease to enjoy it and we are (full) filled by 
hearing you. Nothing can express our gratitude for being with you. 

Your teaching is part of our daily life back in Holland. Not as a theory, but as a current 
that runs our awareness of daily things. We go back now, full of gratitude and trust.. .to deal 
with what life gives us. We wish you and your family all the best that life has to offer. 

We love you deeply. 

Modita & Paul 


Dearest Rameshji 

This is an expression of boundless gratitude to the source that brought me to your 
home in 1990. 

Thank you for the Love, Compassion, Clarity, Simplicity, Directness, Infinite Patience 
& the Courage of Conviction with which you have unfolded the Teachings. 

Drop by drop the teachings have engulfed me & there is no more resistance (perhaps, 
who knows?) 

What can a tiny drop of water ‘do’ when it meets the mighty ocean - forget itself! 

Boundless Love & gratitude for my true Lather & Dearest Mother Shardaben. 

Shalini 


January 18, 2007 
Beloved Ramesh 

Perhaps a hundred letters have been started to you. Quite simply, I’ve yet to 
communicate what is in my heart. The words haven’t been invented yet, though I’ve searched 
and tried many times. My heart is simply full of you always. It is impossible to describe this 
love or give it comparison to anything else. The word ‘Love’ doesn’t even work very well. 
But it will do, and I am certain of your understanding of my difficulty in finding an expression 
of what I feel and live. 
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You generosity with seekers and the time that you give to them gives rise to concern 
that I will take your time from your writing or family or other seekers. I’ve also thought 
perhaps you have no need for one more love letter of gratitude - but I seem to be writing one. 

This weekend, I had the good fortune to sit again with Wayne Liquorman and visit 
with him and Jaki near where I live. In the talk on Sunday, I witnessed a moment, between 
Wayne and one of the seekers, of such grace and perfection, when everything in the universe 
came together and what Wayne was teaching provided palpable relief to the person’s suffering. 
I was again reminded of witnessing the same moment between you and a seeker when I was 
sitting with you in Mumbai. Remembering the utter beauty of the moment always brings 
tears to me. I have tried writing about it several times since I was with you. 

I am not a poet. But while I was with you and when I sit with Wayne, words are 
written, with tears and a fully saturated heart. I’m sending with this letter a ‘poem’ that isn’t 
poetry that sprang forth just now as I was remembering seeing the little miracle of a sad and 
troubled seeker’s great relief as you compassionately listened to him and in your interaction 
and reply accepted him so completely and provided him relief. I saw the man’s suffering 
dissolve. I hope you will feel my love for you, for the teaching and for the miracle of satsang 
when you read my poem - which is all that it is really meant to convey. 

Through observation, I have come to understand how subtle this teaching is and more, 
how widely misunderstood the teaching is. Even in those who seem to have a good understanding 
of non-duality, I have witnessed the subsequent insistence on a personal moral standard of the 
teacher’s preference or the student’s preference or conditioning, or a type of religiosity that 
students are asked to follow. Though I experience it all as part of the functioning of Totality, I 
must admit that I have a preference towards how Advaita is taught and that it not be 
misinterpreted to promote more suffering. Witnessing the ways Advaita is misinterpreted and 
misunderstood gives me even more respect and appreciation for your preciseness as well as 
Wayne’s. I am so very grateful for the grace that led met to you. (Witnessing the ways Advaita 
is misinterpreted also makes me smile at the wonder of the universe; perfect - just as it is.) 

Ramesh, I continue to re-read your books almost daily. To me, now, they are like 
visiting masterpieces of a most favorite painting or musician; they remain a delight to me - 
the closest thing I know of to describing what can’t be described. I find them to be beautiful 
expressions. And the best pointer that I know of. Your teaching also gave me a master key of 
sorts that unlocked so many beautiful writings that I’ve read since a young woman. What a 
pleasure! Thank you for every word of clarity. For me, your clarity is incomparable. 

Through grace and your teaching, Advaita has been deeply infused in me and I have 
a strong preference towards it as a way to clarify and describe what calls to be given words. I 
also realized a while ago, a bit after seeing you in Mumbai that I no longer rely on the teaching 
to describe where I seem to find myself. That I could only point towards the teaching as a way 
of‘getting me’ to where ‘I’ seem to be (which is quite simply no where at all). I can say that an 
indescribable change or shift (that was neither) seems to have occurred - just around the 
time I was visiting you - that has remained - completely. I can say that I perceive with 
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certainty ‘it’ won’t go away. Because there is truly nowhere for ‘it’ to go. ‘I’ am dissolved to 
nothing. And yet my life still goes on. In spite of whatever might be going on, in spite of my 
preferences and likes and dislikes, there remains an underlying stillness that is without boundary. 
Even in a momentary reaction, T abide in a deep silence that is indescribable and is nowhere 
and without attributes. Beyond the giving up of guilt and of blame and the subsequent peace 
that was an immense gift from your teachings early on, I would say that the teaching nudged 
me to an always-awareness that Consciousness is manifesting every form and being and 
expression - even when ‘I’m’ appearing engaged in the play. That unshakeable perception 
remains behind/infused in everything and every moment. That knowing remains immovable 
even when life is loud and raging. Nothing has changed and yet I would have to say that 
change has happened. 

Every moment or ripple in ‘this life of mine’ continues to be played out - and there is 
great wonder at the ever-unfolding mystery. Life is much, much quieter. When life calls on 
me to engage, it’s done, but I don’t find myself calling to engage life. Events pass and there 
seems little to do and yet much appears to be done. There is appreciation for times of sweetness 
and acceptance of when life isn’t so sweet. 

Ramesh, I don’t know if you will remember me and it doesn’t matter at all if you don’t. 
I came to see you in April of 2004 when I was quite ill with a pituitary tumor with a serious 
prognosis. I came to see you to express my gratitude to you for your generosity and the 
brilliance of your teaching as a curious seeker who’d had many years of trying to find answers 
to her questions, especially a last puzzling concept of Ramana’s. I had studied your books and 
Nisargadatta’s and watched a number of videos of your talks and I’d sat with Wayne - all 
were enormously helpful. The teaching continued to deepen and dissolve me in ways I 
couldn’t have understood beforehand. When I came to see you, my fear of death was gone 
and my seeking had stopped and you had previously answered that last final question I had. 
What RELIEF! My life felt complete to sit with you and thank you - it was the last wish I 
had. You were so very kind and sweet to me - thank you again for the precious time. As the 
universe has unfolded, after medical intervention, I’m completely well and life continues for 
this body/mind. I have had many hopes to visit you again. As long as life is continuing, I 
would rather be at your feet, listening to your preciseness and witnessing your patience and 
great care with all who come to you, than anywhere in the world. 

Witnessing the understanding and relief in a seeker as you interact with them is better 
than anything else that I could think of doing! I remember the first time I read Ramana say 
that Jnana and Bhakti are one, and now I experience that so completely. 

However, the universe hasn’t yet supported a trip to see you again. The relief is in fully 
knowing that seeking is finished in me and knowing that you never leave me - you sit 
eternally in this heart. The sadness is that my love and respect for you are boundless and 
there is longing to be in your sweet and generous presence, witnessing the beauty between 
you and the seekers. We will see what unfolds. Some of the other seekers, who were there 
when I visited you, have sent word of you to me and I’m always so happy to hear about you. 
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For now I send this little ‘poem’ and forever I send gratitude and love from the other side of 
the world. I hope and pray that you and Sharda and everyone in your family are comfortable 
and that life is as easeful as can be for all of you. 

All of love, 
Ellen 

San Fransisco, C A 


In dedication to Beloved Ramesh 

Satsang 

Before that moment 
We were all still breathing 

As every comet, star and cell glided toward the exact still point of There 

We were all still breathing 

When the sorrow of your heart spoke its quiet story 

To the longing ear of every galaxy and dying leaf 

Of each broken promise 

And every hurt you never meant to be 

All Names listened to hear you tell of their own song 

And as your tears found the cleft they sought to caress 

The dust from your shoes fell, a dying swallow tucked her head, 

a school of several thousand fish turned westward, and the color of the sky was just so 

And then 

An imperceptible movement of Grace 
When your eyes met the clear reflection 
Of the warm and generous Beloved 
Who heard and swallowed you fiercely whole 
And finally spoke your True Name 

Those of us who observed 
The eternal song sung to the Heart 

Who heard every perfect note and felt the conspiring movement of those near and distant stars and 
Every grain of sand 
In place 
Just so 

Witnessed an impeccable alignment 
Awed by so infinite a precision 

And stopped breathing 

When in that pure moment 
In your eyes, through Grace, 

We saw your weary burden fall away. 


Guru! You hold my heart 
Ellen 
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January 27, 2007 
Princeville, HI 

Dear Ramesh 

Your books and tapes and “enthusiasm for reality” inspired me to write the Myth of Free 
Will. I received my book yesterday - and you are the first person that I’m sending it to. 

Thank you so much for your book, The Relationship Between T and ‘Me’, a wonderful 
small, easy-to-understand book that puts across your major points in a charming way. I especially 
like your comments on “self concern” and the ego. When I do a reprint, I plan to include 
more of your words. I have printed 500 copies, so will reprint after they are sold. 

Please feel free to sell the books that I have enclosed. If you want more copies, I will 
happily send them to you at my cost of $4.00 each. My goal is not to make money, but to 
spread the truth about Free Will. 

Thanks also for your essay, “Does the Human Being Have Free Will?”, which 
emphasizes the “worthlessness” of Free Will and the important point about happiness. 

Best Wishes, 
Cris 


February 15, 2007 

My dear Ramesh 
How are you keeping? 

With gratitude and love, thank you for allowing me to focus my attention on you, 
and your rare books. 

All is for the best as it should be. I feel inwardly compelled to write to you again. It is 
many years since I last wrote to you. It was in 1998. AND thank you every much for your 
letter of February 22! 

Presently, I am reading YOUR book, “EXPERIENCING THE TEACHING”. It is an 
astonishingly moving book. We find it to be like a textbook! 

At home, I still have two Sons, and one Daughter. We are very much interested in the 
Teachings of Maharaji Nisargadatta. It promotes true revelation. 

Although interest in these writings are shared by all of us, Vanda and myself are actively 
reading, and Shaun’s hearty interest is peaked to discussion and insights are truly gained with 
much gratitude. 

Thank you so much for maintaining the Torch, bearing the Light which Maharaji 
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Nisargadatta had kindled and nurtured so well. 

We are as a family currently solitary seekers in the hearth of our home with no outside 
connection. Would it be possible for you to recommend a contact in southern Ontario, geared 
solely to creating a Satsang. 


With all the Blessing and Love, 
Ann and Shaun Gorczyca-Bujnika, 
1719 Blackwater Rd., London, Ontario.N5X 3B4 Canada 


March 3, 2007 
Most Respected Sir 

One fine Sunday morning nearly 3 years ago, I happened by ‘Peace & Harmony in 
Daily Living’ at the Bangalore Club Library. The book seemed to be so irresistible compelling 
me to read it. I promptly got it issued & read through it in a most riveted manner at almost 
one go. Immediately thereafter I hunted down many other books of yours at the local book 
stores. 

On 7the November, 2004 I was blessed to have your darshan and attend your Satsang 
‘Confusion no more’ which you autographed for me is one my most prized possessions. In 
one of the books there was a mention of Jaya living at Bangalore. I was most pleasantly 
surprised one morning again at the Bangalore Club when Ashok Nagarkatti (My dad’s friend 
since their UK days) directed me to Jaya’s place. I must have made a dash to her place early 
last year. Jaya unearthed her entire collection of tapes & books & gave them to me. Ever 
since then, for over a year now I have been reliving your taped Satsangh each morning. My 
‘Walks with Ramesh’ have changed the course of my life, irreversibly. Sir, my days are 
incomplete without your voice. 

In subtle ways my life has been transformed with your grace. I see your concepts not 
only in your tapes & books but take form & shape in my everyday life & in things happening 
around me. 

The economist seems to have finally caught up with you. I am enclosing a few articles 
you may like to see. 

I pray for your Good Health & look forward to another Darshan. I thank you for your 
love & grace. 
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April 11, 2007 
Bombay 

Dearest Ramesh 

Now 6 years I have been coming to you and I am extremely grateful for you welcoming 
me always with an open heart. Your teaching is working by itself, even at home, far from you 
and even if I don’t spend any thought to it. But I can observe and feel sudden changes that 
happen. 

I found peace with myself, peace in my mind. I am able to laugh about my silly patterns 
and mistakes without feeling any shame - which was not so in earlier times. I am more and 
more conscious and awaken and not any more constantly in “deep sleep”. As everything is 
just a happening and I truly believe in this concept of you, this body -mind organism has 
started to enjoy life as it is. Thankful, grateful to you, taking me step by step through your 
teaching. 


With deep respect and love 
Juttta 




April 14, 2007 
Dearest Ramesh 

If there is one person in my life that I would like to express the following to, it is you. 
Infact you are probably the only one who would understand. 

Come to think of it, it is probably why I am in India again. 

For the past year and half since the day I found myself sobbing at your feet engulfed by 
the feelings of utter humility my life has been totally free of suffering - total peace of mind. 
Life is a continuous flow of pleasures and pains. So as not to trivialize it, it is with joy to write, 
that the greatest pleasures arise when a thought arises which mirrors the apperception there 
is of what we truly are and what is really happening - or not happening. 

With much love and affection 

Roger 
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Dear Ramesh, 

Ten years have passed and in these ten years I came twice the year to Bombay to 
listen to you and enjoying to be in your presence. Just before coming the first time one of my 
friends invited me to meet her Sufi master who gave me the opportunity to speak to him. 
Because I didn’t know, if I should come to your place, because I was so afraid of going alone 
to India, the Sufi master asked me to join them. So I asked this master what to do. He told 
me to join them also because the other path would be without love and he offered me the 
king’s path, for a fast spirited development. I left him with tears in my eyes and when the 
devotees of him heard what he had offered, they told me what a great chance I got and said 
I should cancel my flight to Bombay. Fortunately, it so happened that I wouldn’t do that and 
I came to your place. And after having arrived in your flat, in your room all the fear disappeared 
and never came back. 

Since that time, when I reach your house I feel coming home and all load and stress 
flows away and there is only peace in my mind. I thank you for the peace and all what I could 
learn from your concept. 


With deep gratitude and love 
Dagmar 


Dear Ramesh 

Since 1997 I have been 54 weeks in Bombay that means I could spend about 554 
hours at your place, listening to your concept. By the grace of God, I was able to accept this 
concept, which changed my whole attitude to life. That has been the greatest gift I ever 
received. 


With deep gratitude and love I say 
Thanks a lot 
Dhanyawad 
Shukriya 
Dagmar 
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May 4, 2007 
Dear Jaki 

I think it is great that you chose to honor Ramesh Balsekar’s birthday by sending 
$100 as a gift to Covenant House. Your donation will go towards helping us take care of the 
thousands of young people who come to our doors each day. 

Because of your support, tonight homeless, forgotten, hungry young people will sleep 
in the safety of our shelters. And tomorrow they will wake up believing that may be their 
lives aren’t over at such a young age. 

I hope you will remember our young people in your prayers. You are in mine. 

Gratefully, 
Sister Patricia A. Cruise, SC 
President 


May 25, 2007 

Dear Ramesh, Happy Birthday! 

I thought a long time about what to get you for your birthday.. .you know what they 
say, “men are so difficult to buy for.” 

In your case it seemed impossible. Then I realized that the problem was my desire to 
somehow magically wrap up all my gratitude to you in one package. 

Ok, that is impossible. 

So I stopped for a moment and asked myself what was I really trying to do. I am trying 
to honour you and what you have brought to this world for 90 years. 

There are may things to honour you for but strangely I have not selected one of those 
aspects of “Rameshness” that is world renowned. 

I want to honour you for the family you have created and nurtured. You have an 
immovable belief in your family members and you offer them support and wisdom in all they 
do. I recognize this as the love of a magnanimous father. 

You seem to constantly delight in the learning and life journey of each member of 
your family. 

They, those of anonymous wisdom, say that there is no greater legacy to leave in life 
than the development of the next generation. You have created an amazing legacy and I 
know you are not done yet as even another generation joins your family. 

For many years while I lived in Toronto I supported a charity named Covenant House. 
Covenant House provides safe housing, food, education and support services for homeless 
youth. Many of these youngsters have never experienced the faith of another individual. 
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They have not had one person in their life to plant the seed which grows into Self-confidence. 
To honor the impact for your 90 years I have made a donation in your name to Covenant 
House. I hope this donation will help the organization to offer someone whose hand has not 
been dealt so full, the chance to feel the love of Ramesh. 

My very best wishes and deepest gratitude to you Ramesh 

Love, 
Jaki xxoo 


May 14, 2007 
Beloved Ramesh, 

Happy 90 th Birthday! I am enjoying the anticipation of this great day! 

Ramesh, my life has changed completely since I was with you in February, and I am so 
grateful. 

I finished the new version of the book we talked about in Mumbai, and the process 
was different from anything I have ever experienced. Although it was my seventh book, it 
was the first time a book seemed to write itself through me. I started March 1, three days after 
returning home from Mumbai, and finished just 10 weeks later. The process was effortless, 
enjoyable, spontaneous, clear and honest. 

Two things stood out as being most different from previous experiences. First was the 
distinct lack of attachment to any outcomes. If someone promised a story, for example, then 
didn’t deliver, I just moved on to the next story, knowing whatever was needed would be 
there. No stress, no strain, no doubt. 

Second, I noticed that my attention and energy would flow in a particular direction 
spontaneously. I didn’t have to figure out a plan; I just paid attention to what was being 
called for each step of the way. That was really fun! I have never really felt like a writer 
before, but each time I sat to write about something new, everything just came to me, and the 
writing flowed. 

I am completely filled with you and your teachings, Ramesh. The peace I have 
consciously sought for almost 40 years has finally dawned in me, and I am in awe. I am so 
grateful to have found you-or was it the other way around? 

Ramesh, will you stay with me forever? My love for you brings me to tears in gratitude, 
and I am 

Eternally at your feet, 
Jennifer 

E S. Please give my love to Sharda, Chaitan &Neela! 
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Dear Ramesh, 

How to thank you for the Grace of your look. Indeed your Teaching & Presence are 
Great. How beautiful to rest in the Peace where thoughts are insubstantial clouds in an 
immensity of Purity & Stillness. Involvement again will happen but the remembrance of your 
compassionate look will remind me of the futility of it all. Only God is, functioning through 
everything as consciousness. 

Thank you with all my heart for you are the only source of Grace. 

If only I could do anything for you, please don’t doubt to let me know, it would be the 
greatest of pleasures. 

I bow down to your feet with the conviction that I am you, the only I. 


Andres 


May 25, 2007 
San Francisco, CA 

Beloved Ramesh, 

Thank you very much for your last letter to me. Today is your birthday and I’m am 
sitting half the world away from you with my heart brimming with best wishes for you and 
your family. There is an inner explosion of such great gratitude that ‘y° u ’ were born and 
saturated with the understanding and clarity that would provide such profound release in 
one such as ‘me’ and in so many ‘others’. Happy Birthday Ramesh! 

Ragi wrote to me and said that he and Gautam and others were working to put together 
something special for your birthday. He asked me to send quotes of yours that I particularly 
loved, and once again, I was in your books, trying to come up with my very favorites. A 
difficult task, because, as much as I tried to whittle my choices down to one or two, it’s quite 
impossible, and I sent several. You have provided to all of us, such a great treasure of crystalline 
clarity, and one or two wouldn’t suffice. The poetry and symphony of your writing, again and 
again sings the song of Home. 

On my shelf with all of your books is also a stained and tattered copy of the Tao te 
Chingi which I poured over as a young woman, now twenty five years ago. The poems in the 
Tao then seemed a beautiful puzzle, but their meaning to me, was elusive. I memorized a 
couple of the poems, and repeated them to myself and turned them over and over in my mind 
for years. When I found Talks with Ramana Maharshi and Nisargadatta’s I Am That, years 
later, I was pretty devastated that neither teacher were any longer in a physical form that I 
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could visit and talk with. I had a question for them and I couldn’t find an answer in their 
writing and I felt that there was something I was so close to, yet still remained behind a veil. 
My questions were along the lines of “Is this what you mean, when you wrote this?” And, 
“Am I understanding this correctly?” It felt like it was all right in front of my eyes and I 
couldn’t see it. There was such longing to understand their meaning! And I couldn’t even 
tell you where it came from at the time, of course. Source produced such longing and seeking 
in me and sent me to so many teachers and books and peeking into so many corners to see if 
I could find a clear truth, one that held up against everything, at all times. 

At this time, I was working in the corporate world and I’d be reading “spiritual” books 
in my hotel room at night while my colleagues were out socializing. I went back to Ramana 
and Nisargadatta over and over again. Finally, I just gave up and went on with life because 
what I was finding elsewhere didn’t hold up at all times, against everything. 

And then, Ramesh, there you were. The first time I heard you was on an hold borrowed 
VHS tape of a talk that you gave (which I’ve never seen anywhere again, by the way). I 
literally lay down and slept after listening to you, your talk had such a deep and powerful 
effect on me. And what you said changed everything. And not only did you answer the 
question that I had for Ramana and Nisargadatta, subsequently, you provided clarity to what 
would come after that answer shifted and un-did me, and my mental concept and what I 
knew, and the ‘me’, fell apart. (What a double edged sword!) 

So, for this one, you are the divine blessing. The miracle and the lottery that due to 
the great odds, one never expects to receive, but one always hopes for. In my life, the miracle 
of you at the right moment, occurred. There is such Gratitude. 

Adviata remains my favorite way to describe the indescribable and I have found what 
it points to, if explored and clearly understood, to finally hold up against everything, at all 
times. But beyond the mental understanding, there is a vast unknown where I’m completely, 
unquestionably at home. 

Recently, I read this quote of yours on Wayne’s Advaita Fellowship website: “Whatever 
action I do will, of course, have its consequences - good, bad or indifferent - as judged by 
society, which I have to accept. 

The fact remains, however, that I cannot make a mistake. I cannot commit a sin. 
Therefore I live like God, not afraid of living and not afraid of dying”. 

The Only Way To Live - Ramesh S. Balsekar 

When I read this, I felt that you were writing my thoughts of late and that ‘someone’ 
else understands even if there are few that would. 

The Lao Tzu I loved the most years ago, was this, 
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“Empty yourself of Everything. 

Let the mind rest at peace. 

The ten thousand things rise and fall, while the Self watches their return. 

They grow and flourish and then return to the source. 

Returning to the source is stillness, which is the way of Nature 
The way of Nature is unchanging.” 

Ramesh, thank you for Everything. I send my wishes for your comfort and for that of 
your family. I still hope to some day sit again at your feet and I’m happy to know you are 
surrounded by so many who love you. You are always and forever in this heart. 


Ellen 


May 30, 2007 

Something always happens! 

It was 4 th May 2007... 

When something happened in my life! 

I met Rameshji. 

I had no questions when I entered... 

I had no questions when I left... 

But something had happened during the meeting! 

What was that? 

A miracle? 

A Total Understanding had happened! 

I came out with TOTAL UNDERSTANDING. 

Now I enjoy every moment of my life 
In state of awareness... 

Connected to the Source.. .with gratitude, Sudesh 
Listening totally with the heart, the blessed becomes liberated 
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Where prayer happens 


At a ceremonial lunch sometime ago, the couple seated next to me was an old acquaintance. 
They had just returned from a trip to Mumbai and had been to Sindhula twice for satsang 
during their stay there. 

Finding me alongside of them, they were interested to know if I had grown up in the 
home they had been to. I said that I had; indeed in that very room the small one where 
satsang happened for many years. It used to be the nursery, connected to my parents’ room by 
a door that has been shut for many years. I grew up in this room with my brothers until we left 
for Ahmedabad on Father’s only transfer during his career. When we returned, I was a teenager 
and began to share a cozy room with my grand mother. The satsang room continued to be 
the place where I studied alone when my brothers were out in the evenings, or with my 
friends who would join me there at times, and we would be treated to tea and snacks by my 
mother and my aunt. Soon after this I married and left for Bangalore, but returned traditionally 
to have my first baby in my parent’s home. Once again, this room became a nursery and held 
the most beautifully crafted cradle that had belonged to my older brother, with my baby in it. 
The memory sparked by the initial part of this conversation at that lunch, took me back to 
more than half a century to the days of my childhood. 

Sindhula was built by my grandfather 70 years ago. He died when I was three. Soon 
after that Father’s only sister married and went away. (Subsequently her annual visits to us 
with her family and our visits to their various homes in the districts were the highlights of our 
life.) At that time our family consisted of my grandmother, her father, my father’s two brothers, 
my parents, my older brother and me. There were four live-in servants to care for us and our 
two dogs. 

Our home was so very beautiful. It was twice as large as my parent’s home is today. A 
long stately drawing room on the other side of the landing where my uncle now lives, and 
the anterooms on either side of the two main doors all opened on to a terrace garden running 
the entire length of the building. Half of this was sheltered from the sky; the other half open 
to it held a green painted trellis bearing Alamanda creepers. Along the base of the parapet 
wall my mother grew seasonal flowers in baskets. The auspicious Tulsi in an ornate pot held 
pride of place, and the family priest did a puja there once a year. The gardener loved the dogs, 
walked them, played cards with us up the stairs in the afternoons and shared his occasional 
fish curry with my brother. 

This terrace except during the torrential rains was the hub of our lives. We slept here 
during the hot months, played here all the time and the dogs lived here too. The elders 
walked here for exercise, entertained visitors and held larger gatherings there. My 
greatgrandfather would settle in an easy chair and we drove our toy vehicles around him. It 
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was the luxurious home of a happy joint family. 

As the family grew and the need for more space was felt, as a very practical solution 
this very grand home was turned into two apartments, and my older uncle moved into a third 
one downstairs. My grandmother moved in with them, and was in and out of all the homes 
all the time. By this time my Aunt had also moved into another apartment within the building. 

The room next to the small satsang room was the one my parents used until Father 
turned 60. In this little room, on the wall opposite their bed, were hung three large 
pictures.There was Sri Ramkrishna Paramhamsa on one side and Swami Vivekananda on the 
other: each in his classic pose. In the middle was a beautiful picture of Srirampanchayatan. 

Every morning before Father emerged from his bath, either his mother or mine would 
string a garland of fresh flowers culled from our garden below. Under the picture wall there 
used to be a long, low wooden box. Father would step on to this and garland the central 
picture. I was told that when he was studying in England, Father would write the 13 lettered 
Sri Ram mantra in red ink and post the paper to his mother (sea mail); she would in turn send 
it to the Hanuman Temple, as offering. Eater on I remember, on Saturdays which were half 
days for the bank, Father would on the way home stop at the Crawford Market Hanuman 
temple, pay his respects and come back as I waited in the car, sometimes taking a ride home 
with him after college. It was routine which he enjoyed. A ritual happened and ended whenever 
it was meant to. 

The Ganpati festival is perhaps the only religious ceremony that continues in this 
home. My uncles, my brother, my cousins and my nephews participate. It is the only day in 
the year that Father does not have satsang. 

My younger brother loves family get-togethers and says they just need an excuse to 
have one. These are truly beautiful evenings when 25 to 30 people enjoy being together. My 
mother is the happiest of all; the queen of hearts, enjoying the entire family around her. She 
specially enjoys meeting with and is interested in the younger set who are otherwise busy in 
their own way. Father looks on very quietly, keeping an eye on whatever may needed by 
anyone in the large crowd. 

This aspect of life in the family has changed considerably in the last three years with 
the passing away of four very dear people. 

Father has been a spontaneous worshipper. His head bows and his hands join in 
obeisance very easily at the sight of a deity’s picture or when we would drive past a temple. 
Many years ago in my home, I showed him a beautiful print of Sri Dakshinamurty I had saved 
from a souvenir. I remember how he took it in his hands and raised it to his forehead as he was 
admiring it. Eater he enjoyed the stotra very much. 

We had two sets of cousins on my Father’s side. One lived near by and visited us 
regularly on week ends. The other lived in lovely homes in the suburbs where we visited 
occasionally. The family car, a pale blue Desoto would take us on a long drive to these beautiful 


32 



♦ Where Prayer Happens ♦ 


houses and gardens. There was much joy in these visits and the affection between the cousins 
very mutual. On one such visit, I had stayed home. 

On the way back, the car skid and turned turtle. All inside were tossed about; our 
driver who had fainted rolled down the bank at the race course and regained consciousness. 
My baby brother on Mother’s lap had asked to go to Father a few seconds earlier and was safe 
there; Mother got away with a cut on her arm. I heard about their accident the next morning 
when I saw Mother’s bandaged arm as she helped little me at the sink. She was relating the 
incident to her sister later and my aunt at once asked: Was Ramesh praying? His predilection 
for prayer was as famous as it was spontaneous. 

All this was a long time ago. Today the routine of touching several pictures of Gurus 
happens every morning after his bath. During my recent visit I noticed that the Vishnu 
Sahasranam cassette was not put on by him at this same time as it used to be. When I asked 
him about it, he said that this had stopped sometime ago and he wasn’t sure why. I assumed 
that during their recent repairs and painting work, the room must have been in disarray, the 
routine disturbed and the practice had discontinued. 

Father’s body now is like a structure that has lost its cement of ignorance. It is a 
hollow framework that receives and accepts stimuli it is meant to receive, reacting 
spontaneously and as uniquely as it is designed to. The body’s hollowness allows any force of 
nature that comes upon it to pass through freely; there is no inhibition. This has disappeared 
with the cement of thinking mind. ‘Everything goes, dear, everything; nothing remains,’ he 
had said to me. 

In the Abhangas that Kalindi used to sing earlier, (until Father chose the five that are 
sung today) the personal God is referred to as: friend, close relation, and often as the devotees’ 
resting place, or Heart. Another word repeatedly used for the heart, is: A girl’s parents’home’. 
This word is in the vernacular, and is very special to every Indian language. It is uttered with 
great fondness all over the country. In spiritual poetry it is a metaphor to express comfort, 
belonging, love, peace and repose. Mutribo had once asked my Father if Westerners were 
genetically doomed to be non-accepting of the concept of destiny? The question was rhetorical. 

How does one describe to a Westerner the conditioned Indian response to: A girl’s 
parental home?’ I speak only of the word here; I am sure women all over the world enjoy the 
memory of the home they were brought up in with the same fondness we do. 

For me, it has meant all the above. 

In gratitude, prayer happens. 
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Out beyond ideas of wrongdoing and right doing 

There is a field. 

I’ll meet you there. 


Rumi 
















